64               London in My Time
hall song which petulantly inquired: "Must you
have beef with your mustard?" We have the
beef to-day in our geniuses. I wish they would
bring with them a dash of mustard and give us a
touch of the old fire of character.
Apart  from individual  characters,   whole
types of character have merged themselves in
the common stock. Just as the London man
has suffered from the craze for standardisation,
so has the London girl. She is always, of course,
under a fire of criticism concerning her behaviour
and her dress and her masculine activity, but
that comes mainly from prejudiced  elders.
We all, I suppose, fix our ideal of girlhood on
the girls we knew in our teens. Men who were
seventeen or eighteen in the forties of last
century had nothing good to say of the hoyden of
1870, and those who were seventeen or eighteen
in the sixties remembered girls of the "Alice"
sort and looked askance at the fast miss of 1900;
while those who were youths in 1900, though
they have more tolerance than their fathers
and grandfathers, and are prepared to approve
the young thing of'1934, still see the ideal girl
as a girl witfo flowing curls, and untroubled
profile, and calm blue eyes. In most matters
the modern London girl is an improvement on
her elders, and notably in her absence of
feminine humbug. She is direct, self-reliant,
and honest ia her attitudes. She knows more,